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Initial Class Day Of '35 
Marked By Unique Scheme 
With Dunce Motif Used 
"Climbing   to    Wisdom"    Significant 
Saying On Which Day Is Based 
CHAPEL CARRIES SAME THEME 
DUNCES! Dunces! Everywhere 
Who knew there were so many on 
campus?—this morning little red 
dunce caps stuck on all the doors of 
the dormitories notified everyone that 
something unusual was afloat. Then 
—when the early-risers rushed into 
Harrison for the first repast of the 
day they must have stopped suddenly 
to gaze at the red and white stream- 
ers which seemed to fall from every- 
where. On each wall there was a 
huge, red dunce cap with a volley of 
streamers coming from it. 
It all did look puzzlijig but several 
large placards blazed forth with these 
words: "Climbing to Wisdom"; then 
one knew that good intentions were 
back of everything. There they were 
—some tall, some short,    some    fat, 
An informal picture of the officers 
and sponsors of the class of '35. Back 
row, from left to right: Dot Lips- 
comb, Va. Beach, business manager; 
Dr. C. E. Normand, big brother; 
some skinny, but all topped-off withjJJ0™*1** MacDonald, Statesville, N. 
a pointed red cap, wearing a big white 
collar with a red tie around their 
necks, and depositing in various cor- 
ners a batch of books daintly held to- 
gether by the old-fashioned bookstrap. 
There was laughter, mirth, and song! 
Yes—the Freshmen can and did sing 
(That's what it was meant to be. You 
see, they are learning every day in 
every way.) 
All those who went to chapel today 
found it well worthwhile. Anna Lar- 
rick, president of the class, conduct- 
ed the devotional exercises. Inez 
Graybeal rendered a vocal solo, Love 
Never Faileth, The talk, Seeking 
Wisdom, by Catherine Mathews, 
treasurer, and the poem by Douglas 
MacDonald, vice-president, furthered 
the class aim or slogan, "Climbing to 
Wisdom." The Glee Club also con- 
tributed k) the program. 
Those seated on the stage were: 
Anna Larrick, Douglas MacDonald. 
Dr. Normand, Kay Carpenter, Cath- 
erine Mathews, Dorothy Lipscomb, 
Bobbie Cook, and the Glee Club. Kay 
and Bobbie each held one of the twin 
mascots, Charles and Tommy Nor- 
mand. 
C. Vice president. Front row: Cath- 
erine Matthews, Cambridge, Md., 
treasurer; Bobbie Cook, Charleston, 
W. Va., sergeant-at-arms; Kay Car- 
penter, Norfolk, secretary; Anna 
Larrick, Round Hill, Va., president. 
Miss Helen Marbut, sponsor and 
Tommy and Charles Normand, mas- 
cot?, were not present for the picture. 
Dining Room Girls 
Honored At Banquet 
ENTERTAINING   PROGRAM 
PRESENTED 
Visit To The Twins 
On A Rainy Day 
When the freshman mascots, Mas- 
ters Charles and Tommy Normand, 
were interviewed recently, they were 
prepared for guests as true gentle- 
men should be. They were entertain- 
ing themselves with toy animals in 
their playpen in the center of the liv- 
ing room floor, arrayed in romper's of 
a manlyy blue. Charles expressed his 
A banquet in honor of the wait- 
resses and dietitians of the college 
was held Wednesday evening, April 
6, 6:00 P. M. in,the Blucstone Dining 
Hall. 
During the course of the banquet 
an entertaining program was present- 
ed. Eleanor Moore sang, Bird's Song 
at Eventide accompanied by Louise 
Hobson. Jane Maphis recited, tyhen 
Anguline Johnson Comes A-Swingin' 
Down the Lane. Beryl Brinkman gave 
a piano solo: Praeludium. Evelyn 
Watkins sang Silvia, accompanied by 
Louise Hobson. Betty Quigley rend- 
ered two violin solos accompanied by 
Jane Maphis. Sing Me to Sleep was 
sung by Inez Graybeal; and Mildred 
Foskey gave a piano selection entitled 
Evening Bells. 
The guests honored were Dr. and 
Mrs. Gifford, Mrs. Duke, Mrs. Cook, 
Miss Turner, Miss Boehmer, Miss 
Sara Milnes, Katye Wray Brown, 
Martha Surber, head waitress of Blue 
Stone Dining Hall, Mildred Quisen- 
bery, head waitress of Junior-Senior 
Dining  Hall,  Eleanor Wright, Lena 
delight at   the   visit   by   "patting"' Early, Marian Torrence, Hazel Wood, 
cakes, while  Tommy responded with 
"Hot-Daddy." 
The twins were immediately lifted 
from their pen and held by the ad- 
miring reporters. Charles responded 
quickly to attentions paid him, favor- 
ing the lady with an affectionate kiss. 
When asked whether he liked com- 
pany he noncommitically answered 
"m-m-m". Tommy, wearing a bright 
pair of wooden beads, also made use 
of this answer to turn aside undesir- 
(Continued to Page i) 
Virginia Turner, Olga Burtner, 
Frances Pence, Kathryn Keller, 
Louise H o c k m a n, Elva Mason, 
Frances Reynolds, Jessie Phillips, 
Mildred Weadon, Marialyce Collie, 
Catherine Manke, Mary Lambert, 
Mae Diehl, Enid Moss, Louise Wat- 
kins, Edith Haden, Imogen Whitting- 
ton, Louise Stickley, Esther Wood- 
cock, Mary Coglander, Lena Joyce, 
Elizabeth Thomas, Edith Walker, 
Margaret Lambrell. 
(Continued to page i) 
CLIMBERS 
Officers of Student Government 
Association 
Pam Parkins—Cheer leader 
Y. W. C. A. Cabinet Members 
Sarita Byrd 
Frances Pigg 
Breeze Staff 
Louise Sweeney—Exchange Editor 
Helen Kitchen—Society Editor 
Bobbie Cook—Assistant News Edi- 
tor 
Dot Lipscomb 
Julia Courter 
Mary Page Barnes 
Pam Parkins 
Hattie Courter 
Kay Carpenter 
Eugenia Trainum 
Louise Allred—Typist 
Bill Crismer—Typist 
Irene Dawley—Typist 
Class Officers 
Anna Larrick—President 
Doug MacDonald—Vice-president 
Kay Carpenter—Secretary 
Catherine Mathews—Treasurer 
Dot iLiprcomb—Business Manager 
Bobtfie Cook—Sargeant-at-Arms 
Mike Buie—Class cheer leader 
Freshman Class Day Frolics 
Presented In Big Gym 
As Dunce Day Climax 
MIRROR Clever Skit Under Direction Of Mary 
Bragg Young To Terminate Day 
BUIE IS INTERLOCUTOR 
re***';- — 
In a recent celebrity contest con- 
ducted by the editor of the Freshman 
Breeze, eight girls were   chosen. by 
their classmates for the various hon- 
Edith Todd—Hockey sports leader!ors.    From left to right,    standing: 
Mary   Van    Landingham—Basket- Anna Colvert, High Point, N. C, most 
stylish; Dot Lipscomb, Va. Beach, 
most friendly. 2nd row, kneeling: 
Marjorie Morris, Charleston, W. Va. 
best looking; Anna Larrick, Round 
Hill, Va., best all round; Jessie Rey- 
ball sports leader 
.  Emily  Pittman—Swimming  sports 
leader 
Hattie    Courter — Tennis   sports 
leader. 
-Miss Helen Marbut 
Irmand 
Charles 
atives 
nolds, Callands, Va., happiest. Front 
row: Clyde Hellen Schuler, Broad- 
way, most intellectual; Spaz Wil- 
liams, Franklin, Va., best dancer; 
Emily Pittman, Gates, N. C, most 
athletic. 
Literary Soeieties 
Conduct Meetings 
SOCIETIES   PLAN   INTERESTING 
QUARTER'S WORK 
Goodbye to Duncehood, forever! 
The Freshman class is bidding fare- 
well to their duncehood days at last. 
Their growing wisdom will be evident 
to all those who attend the Dunce 
Dance in Ye Olde Gym to-night. 
The main feature of the party will 
be the presentation of the Freshman 
Fun Frolics under the direction of 
Mary Bragg Young. The cast is com- 
posed of six rollicking end men; 
Julia Courter, Liz Winne, Leota Kel- 
ly, Pam Parkins, Louise Sweeney, 
"Africa" Reynolds, ably supported by 
the chorus of talented freshmen. 
Mike Buie will act as interlocutor. 
These frolickers will display their 
abilities by singing, dancing, and 
cracking jokes. Three speciality num- 
bers will be given by Bill Crisman, 
Mary Lee Morris, Pam Parkins and 
Julia Courter. 
(Continued to page 4) 
Meeting Of Student 
Body In Wilson Hall 
HAGA AND COYNER ELECTED 
A student body meeting was held 
in Wilson Hall Tuesday evening, con- 
ducted by Katye Wray Brown, recent- 
ly elected president of Student Gov- 
ernment Association. She proposed 
that a new System of study be adopt- 
ed for the remainder of spring quar- 
ter: That is that study hour be start- 
ed at 8:00 o'clock and la?t until 10:30 
instead of beginning at 7:00 as is 
the practice now—This is to be only 
an experiment and the trial will de- 
termine whether it will be adopted for 
permanent use. 
Mary Haga was elected Swimming 
Sports leader and Lucy Coyner, bas- 
ketball sports leader. 
"Be<| 
Mary Bragg Young 
Josephine Walker 
Anna Colvert 
Frances Pigg 
June Taliferro 
Margaret Vaden 
Frances Sale Club 
Billye Milnes 
Anna Colvert 
Virginia Hisey 
Catherine Bauserman 
Louise Sweeney 
Catherine Reynolds 
Patsy Campbell 
Annie Williams 
Ruth Early 
(Continued to page 4) 
NOTICE! 
The regular Breeze staff regrets 
that Pam Parkins '35 and Lois Hines 
'32 were inadvertedly omitted from 
the masthead of last week's issue. 
The weekly meeting of the Page 
Literary Society was held Friday 
evening in Wilson Hall. Due to the 
absence of the president, the vice- 
pre?ident conducted the meeting. The 
program was conducted by Harriet 
Ullrich; two notable southerners and 
their .works were discussed. Kay I ALPHA ELECTS 
Butts gave an article from the Hol- 
land's Magazine on Judge Kelley of 
Tennessee. Mrs. Kelley is a juvenile 
judge and a great favorite among a!! 
children. Lois Hines then related an 
article, also taken from Holland's 
magazine, concerning a great woman 
artist of the ScAith. After this, Betty 
Bush, called upon by Harriet Ullrich 
to give an impromptu number, recited 
a poem byy Sara Teasdale. 
The weekjy meeting of the Lee Lit- 
erary Society was held Friday even- 
ing. Due to the absence of the pres- 
ident, Frances Neblett, vice-president 
presided. Virginia ballads were being 
ftudied by the society. Sarita Byrd 
gave a short history of ballads. Lu- 
cille Keeton then sang a number of 
ballads, and Ruth Watt concluded the 
program by reading several old Vir- 
ginia ballads. 
The weekly meeting of the Lanier 
Literary Society was held Friday 
evening in the Y. W. room. Marjorie 
Morris, presided. The meeting was 
conducted by the chairman of the pro- 
gram committee. Marjorie Morris 
read two poems, and Ruth Horton 
gave a book review. 
NEW OFFICERS 
Recently Virginia Richards of 
Page Literary Society was elected 
president of Alpha Literary rociety, 
with Bernice Bqwden also of Page 
chosen secretary-treasurer. 
At the first Alpha meeting of the 
Spring Quarter held in Wilson Hall, 
April 8, the group leaders were elect- 
ed with Louise Sweeney, president, 
Virginia Bean, secretary, and- Mary 
Frances Gallagher, chairman of pro- 
gram committee. With such compet- 
ent leaders the society is anticipating 
a profitable year. 
Miss Scott Speaker 
In Chapel Monday 
DR. DUKE TELLS OF TRIP TO 
ATLANTA 
"Faith, courage, poise, and truth 
are the qualities necessary in the de- 
velopment of our future personality," 
so stated Miss Scott, Young People's 
Director of the Presbyterian Church 
(Continued to Page S) 
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Solomon's 
Soliloquies CAMPUS Jj 
TOM SAYS: 
"Depend on the Freshmen "to 
live up to their reputation." 
Solomon says, "Dead daughter 
dunces, take heed, lend me your ears, 
hear ye, hear ye—in other words, lis- 
ten just a minute. Today is your day 
and don't forget you only have one a 
year. Even if you are dunces, put 
your best foot forward and strut 
your stuff. Every dunch must have 
his day, and now your's is here. Take 
care to make the most of it. And 
here's how—gosh, here comes my 
wives. Sarita, Sweeney, Mary Ver- 
non, Martha, Kay, Teedie, Mary Van, 
Braggie and Mike, can't you see I'm 
holding the world famous Dunce Con- 
ference in my salon? Depart from 
hence in a hurry; quick like a grease- 
ball, begone! If you cease to annoy 
me, I shall take you all to the Dunce | holidays.1* 
Dance in  Ye    Large    Gym tonight.'  
Away with you! Mr. Chap.—"Give a significant sen- 
And now, daring Dunces, as I was tence about a hen." 
When Dot Lipscomb returned to H. 
T. C. after Easter, her mother wrote 
the following about her grades: "But, 
dear, what is the trouble? Why have 
you such poor grades for last quar- 
ter?" 
Dot wrote back: "There's no 
trouble, Mom; you know yourself 
things are always marked down after 
Freshman Songs 
Tune (I'm a Dreamer) 
We are Fre hmen, everyone 
Happy Freshmen, full of fun 
On this, the day of days to us 
We hope you're happy, too. 
Dressed like dunces, small and tall 
We'll do our best to please you all. 
We'll practice all the wisdom that we 
preach 
And in the fall— 
Be Sophomores all. 4 
TO CLASSMATES 
Fre3hman! The word itself stands for freshness, youthfulness, and in-, 
experiences. So today—our class day—the class of '35 glories in those 
qualities and hopes to retain them to help each member view the years ahead 
of us in a truer, broader light. 
As we realize that over two quarters of our freshman year is a thing of 
the past, we are confronted with mingled emotions. A deep sense of regret 
is felt that this our first year, which seems to oud inexperienced feet at times 
to be rough and difficult to travel, is almost past. Then pride is felt—pride 
in our Big Sisters—the class of '33—who have started our feet on the right 
way and have given us lofty ideals to strive for and to teach to our little sis- 
ters in later years—.pride in (may we say it?) our own class and its achieve- 
ments. 
We have just begun our journey on the road of college life and have far 
saying, pray be seated, take those 
foolish grins off your faces, get from 
underneath your caps, and park your 
chewing gum behind your ears. Now 
I shall continue with my solomn ser- 
mon. Today is the day of days; to- 
night will be the night of nights so 
eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow 
you are dunces no more. Today H. T. 
C. and the world are at your feet (be 
careful not to trip over either while 
drifting around with your head in the 
clouds). Carry yourselves as elite 
dunces should: head held high, eyes 
searching for the rainbow, no chip on 
your shoulder, and one toe pointing 
north, the other south (this last for 
luck). But always remember—al- 
though you are a Dunce—don't let 
this affair swell your heads. It is a 
noble and inspiring cutom; we must 
bear it proudly as the victor doth his. 
laurel wreath—if he ever gets one. 
Therefore, force your heads to remain 
the size of your hats. 
To the Junior Sisters of the Dunces: 
Be brave and bear with   them 
"Doug"—A hen is immortal, 
son never sets. 
Her 
Kelly—"My idea of a poor loser is 
a woman who can't reduce." 
you ever   have Dot Calvert—"Do 
dreams?" 
"He"—"Last night I dreamed I was 
married to the most beautiful woman 
in the world." 
DoWAnd were we happy, dear?" 
Mrs. Larrick—"Do you know where 
bad little girls go?" 
Anna: "Yes. Most everywhere." 
Tune (Roll up the Score Girls) 
Climb for new wisdom, dunces, 
Higher, Higher 
Climb for new wisdom, dunces 
Higher, Higher 
We're dunces to-day 
But we're surely on the way 
So climb for new wisdom, dunces, 
Higher, Higher. 
Keep up your ideals, dunces, 
Ever, ever 
Keep up your ideals, dunces 
Ever, ever 
We'll get the spirit now 
We can certainly show them how! 
So keep up your ideals, dunces, 
Ever, ever! 
Mrs.   Ruebush—"All 
Milnes, give your impromptu speech."; 
Billye—"I'm not prepared." 
Tune (The Vagabond Song) 
Sister class you know 
We love and honor you—oh 
Here's to the Junior class! Hurrah! 
Three cheers for them 
They will never stop 
Until they reach the top—so 
Here's to the Junior class—Hurrah! 
Onward! Onward! Onward!    to   the 
front 
• nt    -»j    ] We're behind you—you've surely got 
Va. Hii.t-"Yeah. I've got eyes just 
like my father." 
Myrtle L. "Oh, I see—pop'eyed." 
the spunk 
I We know you'll win at last 
You're getting there so fast—Oh! 
Here's to the Junior Class! Hurrah! 
TO OUR BIG SISTERS 
All green things require warmth in which to grow. The Freshman Class 
is no exception to this biological principle. This necessary warmth has been 
furnished to us by our big sisters, the Junior Class. 
From the beginning of our Freshman days, the Juniors have always 
been anxious to help us to get established in a new environment. We were 
in a strange locality with mostly strangers for companions. It was neces- 
sary for us to adopt ourselves to a new kind of co-operative living in which 
the welfare of groups instead of individuals had to be considered. We found 
it difficult in many cases to make these new adjustments. At these times 
our Big Sir ters always seemed to understand and to be willing to assist us 
in getting a clearer perception of our college life. 
Although in the two quarters of our first year that have already passed, 
we have grown some, we have a long way to go before we will have reached 
the goal which the junior class has set up for ua. Threfore we are glad that 
we still have another year before us during which our big sisters can be our 
companions and guides. 
to travel.   The way stretches long and torturous before us1 and seems to send 
us a challenge to persevers on toward our goal.   I,et us answer this challenge! ^ ^y.J^J^rilliTandan'ima- 
with dauntless courage. | ti(ms    They are stm young and have 
yet to learn. Their caperings and 
foolish antics are but the result of a 
few month's confinement at H. T. C. 
They will eventually leave this shell 
behind them and emerge into a high- 
er form of existence, stoicism by 
name. But you, their elder sisters, 
know their shortcomings and misdem- 
eanors; you realize ther extreme dun- 
ceness. Therefore, to you they wish 
to give '.heir duncy love and kindliest 
regards. 
Wisely, 
Solomon. 
Shveeney:  "Cook is sick  with lint 
on the heart." 
Mary Van: "How's that?" 
Sweeney:  "Oh, she's been chewing| * smile and, V™»ioni.' 
the rag again." 
Tune 1 Now Is The Time To Fall In 
,, Love) 
The Freshmen are clever 
And full of endeavor 
Freshman Day has come again 
TO OUR SPONSORS 
Eleanor Graves in   Math   Class— 
"How far are you from the correct 
answer: •>•• 
Julia C.—"Oh, about two seats." 
Mike Buie—"Somethings preying 
on my mind." 
Eugenia Trainum—"It must be 
pretty hungry." 
The price of admission 
Freshman Day has come again 
We hope you'll like our stunts and 
decorations 
We know you offer us congratuations 
It's time to be jolly 
This day is for folly 
Freshman Day is here again. 
Beginners always need the best of advisers. We, being beginners, are 
very fortunate in having Miss Marbut as our "Big Sister" and Dr. Normand 
as our "Big Brother." Though we have been under their sponsorship a short 
while, they have already proven themselves invaluable to us. Our class makes 
such a large family that they are certain to find it rather difficult and trying 
at times to keep us on the upward move, but never once have they failed to 
give excellent advice which we have wisely tried to follow. 
All Freshmen are supposed to be ambitious, and to prove that we are 
doubly so, we have chosen twins, Charles and Tommy Normand, as our mas- 
cots. If we have doubled ambition, we ought to have twice as much good 
luck. It is evident that Tommy and Charles are going to be real inspirations 
to us as they increase in statue and knowledge. We shall strive to maintain 
their purity, sincerity, and earnestness, and in doing so, the ideals of our 
class will be more fully realized. 
When, at the end of four years, we have proved ourselves a success, we 
shall give due credit to our sponsors and our mascots for their combined ef- 
fort, encouragement, patience, and loyalty. 
MISS SCOTT SPEAKER 
IN CHAPEL MONDAY 
(Continued from page 1) 
in chapel on Monday. The subject of 
her talk was your Tomorrow's Self. 
Dr. Duke gave a brief report of his 
recent trip to Atlanta. In the ab- 
sence of Dr. Gifford, Mr. Chappelear 
conducted the chapel exercises. 
"Leaney"—"How did you like the 
banquet last night?" 
Catherine M.—"Not at all." 
Leaney—"Wasn't the food good?" 
Catherine—"Yes.  Excellent—but I 
sat next to a cross-eyed man who kept 
eating off my plate all the time." 
Hattie C.—"I wouldn't let him kiss 
me for a minute.'1 
M. P. Barnes—"No, It'd be hardly 
worth a minute." 
Simile: As unheeded as an iceman's 
call on a wintry morning. 
the ideals set up by the officers will be held sacred to every member of the 
class. Although no other officers can take the same place in the class that 
these have filled, we hope that all the future officers will pass on the torch 
that has been lighted by the present officers. 
TO OFFICERS 
The Freshman class is proud of the officers who have ;served it this year. 
The work done by these officers has been of high quality. They have more 
than fulfilled their responsibility by securing a name for the class; they have 
created a class spirit that will, it is hoped, be lasting. 
In appreciation of our representatives' good services, the Freshman 
class hopes that it will keep the name and spirit acquired by its first officers 
and their co-workers through the four years at Harrisonburg.   We hope that 
A JUNIOR'S THOUGHTS 
As we watch you today on your "day of Days," little sister, our emotions 
are as confused and as intermingled as your own. 
Of course, we are dreadfully proud of you. It seems just such a short 
while ago that you you were bewildered and homesick new girls, whose fine 
spirit manifested at the Old Girl-New Girl game prepared the campus for a 
class of real worth. We remember, too, that these first few months have not 
all been happy—there were so many new things to learn and so many new 
things to do—and how thrilled we have been when you in your doubt turned 
to us for help. 
What real joy and inspiration each of you has been! So many times it 
has been your faith, your understanding that has kept us going when all the 
world appeared black. 
And so, little sisters, on this, your first class day, we wish for you the 
ultimate point in happiness and joy! 
Tune (Is That The Human Thing To 
Do) 
Yes we may be dunces but we're not 
so dumb, 
Between our times of work and play 
we're learning some. 
And in our real activities we're not 
so bum, 
For dunces may   have   brains,   you 
know. 
They say we've got the very nicest 
attitude t 
For this we owe most everyone our 
grattitude 
For putting up with all our silly ala- 
titude 
For dunces, too, can learn, too, you 
know. 
We're not trying to boast or "blow" 
Good sense isn't taught from a book 
But we're just trying to let you know 
We're not as dense as we look, 
Wisdom is our watchword    and   our 
guiding light 
To get along in this old world means 
fight and fight and fight 
But we will reach the top at last and 
then "sit tight." 
A wise man is nobody's fool. 
Customer: "Say, waiter, how's it 
that every time I eat here that bull- 
dog keeps watching me?" 
Waiter: "Well, sir, it seems that 
every time you eat here you get his 
favorite plate." 
Mistress: "Those are pretty marks 
on the pie. How did you do it?" 
Cook: "With my false teeth." 
I 
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Renaissance 
Among the Freshmen who went to 
camp over the week-end on the "Lee 
Cabin Party" were: Edith Todd, 
Bobby Cook, Mike Buie, Mary Page 
Barnes, Hattie Courter, and Julia 
Courter. 
Billy Milnes entertained her mother 
over the week-end. They spent Sun- 
day in McGaheysville as the guest of 
friends and relatives. 
Bern ice Smith spent/the week-end 
at her home in Greenville. 
"An informal supper was served on 
Sunday night in Ashby 50 with Mar- 
guerite Dillard as hostess. The fol- 
lowing were invited: Marion Barnes, 
Rebecca Snyder, Myra Phipps, Bea- 
trice Scott, and Viola Lewis. 
Mary Bragg Young spent Sunday 
in Singers Glenn, as guest of friends. 
Dorothy Burkett   entertained    her 
family over the week end. 
By POLLY SCHULER 
How her eyes pained! It seemed as 
if slender knives were thrusting them- 
selves IceenTy through her eyeballs in- 
to the very back of her benumbed 
brain. Maizie pressed tired, red hands 
to them roughly in an effort to stop 
their torturing pressure presence. She 
had turned out the light to save gas, 
and now she sat in the dark, listen- 
ing to the chime of the little, novelty 
clock on the table. When the hour 
sounded she sighed; one o'clock and 
that jacket to finish before morning. 
Had there ever been a time when 
there was not romething to be finish- 
ed, she thought; not something to 
keep the wolf from their humble 
door? She had long forgotten the 
days when the little novelty clock was 
new, and the hands that wound it 
were soft and white. It seemed that 
for ah eternity her tired body had 
been Struggling on and on, doing work 
much too hard; work that could easily 
wreck a frame so delicate. And 
Maizie had reached the end of her 
slender thread. Her thoughts broke 
from her lips in prayer. 
"Dear God, am I selfish? Do I think 
too much of myself? Am I selfish, 
God? If I am, I don't know it. Some- 
how I can't think now; it's all hard. 
is   quite 
stopped.   You know how it is, Fath- 
Page Three, 
everything    Is this what they call the' ed a sheet over my face and went them all leave.    I knew they would 
shadow  of  death?  Perhaps  it  is ; I away g0 home and ^ •      °   d 
shall close my eyes^Ul I am sure I m|    "I lay there for   a   long   time.   I funeral it had been, and what a pity 
I shall not be of the dead 'tillj couldn't move, even to pull the sheet! it was I had died so young.    I also 
knew they would forget it in a year 
or less.'"   The figure sat silent for a 
moment. 
"And now I sit here. There's noth- 
the soft, sweet darkness of the tomb' down.   Then there came a lot of peo- 
makes sight useless."    She lay silent 
and etlJ for a long time. No sound 
pie I'd never eeen before. They bath- 
ed me and put my new white dress on. 
was heard but the whispering of the' Then they carried me downstairs into 
wind. It seemed to be manified, as she' 
listened, 'till a low, muttering under- 
tone could be heard. 
"That isn't the voice of Death," she 
said aloud. "His voice would be deep 
.and distinct, not a chaotic murmur. 
It seems to take a long time to die." 
Then Maizie heard a sound that she 
could hardly verify. It was a voice, 
that low and unsure like the rushing 
of the wind or the laughter of dead 
leaves. 
"Oh, so you are dying. That is too 
bad." 
Maizie opened her eyes. The ceme- 
tery was still there. The grass,still 
shone white in the moonlight; but it 
was a subdued white. It was-eomber 
and dead. Even the tombstones seem 
to have died and taken on a slow de- 
cay. The cracks in the old tombs show- 
ed in a hideous distinctness, and the 
the living room. All the shades were ing to do but tthink) and' T ^ 
My thinking. It drives me to distraction 
.sometimes. I keep hinking of all the 
good I could have done if I had only 
thought, and all the good I could have 
eyes had been closed, but I could see 
perfectly well except for that gloom 
over everything. I was carefully laid 
in a white coffin that stood on the long 
table.   That frightened me. I wasn't 
ied alive.   I sat bolt upright and yell- 
ed at the top of my voice: 
"Stop! Stop! I'm not dead! I'm 
perfectly all right!" But nobody 
seemed to notice that I'd done any- 
thing. They looked right through me 
at the place where I, had lain. One of 
them mildly folding her hands said: 
" 'Don't she look right pretty lay- 
in' there, so calm and peaceful; like 
he didn't have a care in the world? 
Poor child, she ain't got another care 
in this world! She's with the blessed. 
"I was scared almost stiff by that 
done if I had not been so lazy that I 
shirked my duty. I can't help remem- 
dead, and I didn t propose to h^A*^ K.  ; T J'    „ ,. 
• A   v       T    ,.  u       . ,,      .    ■ '   T*""B-~ > >■••* agony I caused, all the 
moss grew from them as if gloating! time.  I  turned around    and    looked 
Joyce Lea and Zelda Carter enter- 
tained at bridge on Saturday night. ?™ » **?'*  v,> » 
A color scheme of pink and white was "8 pa!nfuJ; and my head 
carried out.    The following were in- 8t '      !  - " 
cluded  in the guest list:  Bill  Cris-!f = you understand-    Y°" know that 
I try to think of others and forget 
myself for a little while. 
"Heavenly Father, please give me 
with friends in Winchester. 
Y. W, Notes 
PRAYER OF A SPORTSMAN 
Dear Lord, in the battle that goes on 
through life, 
I ask but a field that is fair; 
A  chance  this is equal  with  all  in 
that strife, 
, A courage to strive and to dare. 
If I should win, let it by by the code 
With  my faith  and  my honor held 
high. 
If I should lose, let me stand by the 
road 
And cheer as the winners go by. 
Oh, grant me to conquer, if conquer I 
can 
By proving my worth in the fray. 
But teach me to lose like a Regular 
Man 
And not like a craven I pray. 
Let me take off my hat to the wtar- 
riors who strode 
To victory splendid and high; 
Yea, help me to stand by the side of 
the road, 
And cheer as the winners go by. 
—Berton Brayley 
The devotional service at the Y. W. 
C. A. meeting on Thursday, April 7, 
1932, was conducted by Kay Butts. 
Marguerite Childress read a poem en- 
titled Beautiful and Mary Page Bar- 
nes gave a piano solo, Rustles of 
Spring. The program was concluded 
with the hymn, Day h Dying In The 
West. 
The Y. W. C. A. service held Sun- 
day, April 10, 1932, was opened with 
the hymn The Lord h My Shepherd. 
The program consisted of a story The 
Last Leaf by Becky Bennett, a piano 
selection by Jane Maphis, and the 
poem, Evolution by Mary Cloe. After 
the singing of For The Beauty of the 
Earth, the meeting was dismissed 
with the benediction. 
man, "Liz" Winriie, Lillian Allen, 
Billy Brooks, Gearldine Fray, Reba 
Stuart, Peggy Southerland, Adis 
Montiplyer, Bernice Little, Eleanor ?? n°;.for Iong' perhaps: Just for a 
Click, Virginia Lea, Maud Poore, and|llt0e wh,le; YoU can mana*e' God' 
Catherine Kirtley. j you can take me awav from a11 this 
_   '       ,, , ,      ,        „,      noise, and filthiness, and hunger, and 
JTtTwT*? t 5 WOrk' and brutaIi*'   and    ^e    me which  dehghtful  refreshments  were peace flnd quiet p,^ dear God ^ 
 ' let me rest.   Let me even die, Father; 
n r T.         ,      "      .             ,          let me die silent and still till you call. Dot Lipscomb spent last week-end  EHQ„„„I „I •     „ .,    . T    , 
.,;,., MJ*. I- «*£*:_*_ Eternal sleep 1S a11 the heaven i *«*• 
Only let me leave this harsh, material 
place. Dear God, I ask this as one of 
your children. Please Father, see 
what you can do." Her head bowed, 
she seemed to be waiting for some- 
thing, she knew not what. All was 
motionless except the hands of the 
bright little clock. Outside the wind 
moaned a lullaby as Maizie lost her- 
self in sleep. 
An air of eternal quiet hung over 
the cemetery. Cleaming white in the 
moonlight mellowed by the soft shad- 
ows that were the willowy trees and 
the covering grass, it lay in sleeping 
stillness, the serene repose and tran- 
quil rest of it undisturbed even by 
the motion of breathing. Only the 
whispering wind gave evidenoe that 
life had once held its sway over the 
silent inhabitants of this city of the 
dead. Maizie walked silently from 
one grave to another, touching the 
cool stones caressingly; pausing now 
and then to pay reverence to an an- 
cient marker, to smile in a friendly 
manner on the new newer, brighter 
ones. They seemed like companions 
to her, so new in the sleep of death. 
For Maizie was come to choose her 
place of repose. She, too, was to lie 
down in sublime forgetfulness while 
untold centuries rolled by. Slim and 
white she moved gracefully on cool, 
bare feet to a green, open space, just 
large enough for one unpretentious 
mound. There she lay down, folding 
her hands and straightening her feet, 
smiling gently to herself. 
"Now I will await Death," she 
thought. "He will be kind to me— 
Death. I shall lie quietly till he 
comes and closes my eyes." She 
closed them for a moment, then looked 
again. 
"What is this?" she wondered, 
startled. "A cloud had hidden the 
moon. No; there it is, bright as be- 
fore.   But there   is   a   shadow over 
over their inability to resist. 
But that was not the only change. 
She could see • now, with ease, the 
multitude of shades that hung over 
the silent place. On every mound or 
flat marble slab sat a person. Not a 
read one, a shadowy eerie one. They 
also seemed troubled and tired; rest- 
less and worn. There was something 
sinister about them, as if they would 
harm if they could. Maizie turned 
her eyes to the one who had address- 
ed her. It was a youngish woman, 
with a swee*Plad face. 
"Have you been   good, 
down. And there I lay! I did look 
calm and peaceful, but they were mis- 
taken about the cares. I had more 
trouble then than I'd ever thought 
possible. I looked down at myself— 
the person I now was. I was a vague 
rort of creature. A kind of shadow to 
the person who lay so calmly in the 
coffin. The people went out, and I 
climbed up on the foot of the long 
box. I sat there for quite a time, re- 
garding the figure lying in it, and 
thinking out the whole situation. As 
I sat, all the family came in one by 
little mean things I did that could 
have been avoided. Oh, if I could 
only live again, I would work my fin- 
gers to the bones for all the people 
that needed help! I would save all the 
poor girls who were ruined for money, 
and I would not ask for more!" 
"Oh!" Maizie almost sprang from 
her chair. A brick had fallen to the 
roof from the wobbly chimney, wak- 
ing her with its banging. She sat 
there for a moment, then leaned back 
in her chair to think. Presently, in 
the warm, soft darkness, she spoke 
again. 
"Dear God, thank you for showing 
me how foolish I have been. Thank 
you, Father, for work to do and hands 
to work with; thank you for my 
brothers and my little sisters to take 
care of. I appreciate, God, the bless- 
ing of life, Amen." 
Maizie lit the gas and reached for 
her sewing. 
my   dear? one' and gazed at fche &*& Tnev went 
Have you been so good that there is and called my name> and Myra re- 
marked that now she guessed I was nothing you regret? For if you have 
your lie here will not be so bad. If 
you have not been good, and kind, 
and unselfish, may you have strength 
| to bear up. That is all that I can 
wish for you." She ceased speaking 
and turned away. Maizie gained 
1
 courage at the soft voice. 
"Please tell one what all this is," 
she pleaded. "Tell me what it's all 
about, this being dead. I don't know. 
I'm quite lost." 
Again the gentle smile appeared. 
"Yes, of course you are. So was I, 
and there was no one toi get me right. 
But I will tell you;  'twill stop this 
senseless thinking for a while. Besid- - 
it has been a long time since I gratification in doing so.    The only 
•■    ... .   I flirt      T      hoi)      iiran     vnllimM     i»*.      „..J      -1   .  
ea, 
happy in Heaven. I didn't agree, but, 
after a few attempts, I stopped trying 
to make anyone hear me. 
"It bothered  me  that  I  couldnt 
When the inquiring reporter asked 
what their principal impression of 
the year was, the following Fresh- 
men answered: 
Mary Van Landingham—"Being a _,_ ... T . .     ,   .,       ,       BNJ    »»»   iju u n   
move anything.    I   caught   hold   of ™ ^k        •   .,    ,.       . * 
T„ ..   ■     .       . . . . .   . Freshman is the biggest event of my Jacks hand, and he completely n?nor- ... .. ....    . _* ' ig
ed it. In a minute he walked through 
me without knowing he did so. That's 
when I decided to just be dead. If 
they tluught I was, and I couldn't 
tell them that I wasn't it wouldn't do 
any good to stick around. 
"The next day I sat on top of the 
hearse as we came to the cemetery. 
I'd always had a desire to ride on the 
top of a car, but there wasn't any 
co,  i.  Has  UCTIL  a  lung nine  since  ii~  =   ~ ■       "•"' 
have talked with anyone." She settled!fun l ad w 3 rolling "P and down 
herself as if for story-telling and be- the ais,e whiIe the Preacher told how 
good I'd been. He made a nice speech, 
and the congregation cried a lot, but 
it din't impress me much. I didn't be- 
lieve it. 
"When the mound had been made 
here, I lay down in the fresh earth 
gan: 
"When I found myself dying, there 
were none about me but those I call 
friends. I had closed my eyes for a 
minute, and when I opened them there 
was a shadow   over    everything.    I »oa n uu   n   '      —-   —     -.— *,*.. *., 
feebly said so.   Eleanor left the room,  and people covered me   ™th    lovelv 
weeping; Jack's face    showed    more flowers-   Then I ?ot up and watched 
emotion than I had ever seen there. 
When I tried to reassure him, I found 
that I had no breathe with which to 
speak.   But I went on living, just the 
same. I tried to motion to him, but I 
lifetime and I'm trying to get the 
most out of it." 
Kay Carpenter—"This thing of be- 
ing a Freshman—it's a great life if 
you don't weaken." 
Kelley—"You have to be a Fresh- 
man before you can be anything else 
and for my part I'm enjoying it." 
Anna Larrick—"Green things have 
to grow so I'm looking to the future." 
Mike Buie—"My principle impres- 
sion as a Freshman is that snow is 
all wet. Give me orange blossoms 
every time." 
)»SS»S33SSS»S»S3S»»333K8»S3 
couldn't lift my hand. He held me in 
his arms. I was limp; I had no 
strength whatever. Presently he pull- 
Student (looking through paper): 
"Say, this paper is full good jokes— 
they are not funny, though." 
JOHN W. TALIAFERRO 
AND SONS 
JEWELERS 
Expert Watch and Jewelry 
Repairing 
V Winer  lire.   ^"1    » 
I R G I N I A 
 PROGRAM        Xm^ 
Monday 
Week Starts Mon. April 18 
Constance Bennett 
"Lady With A Past" 
Tuesday 
William Haines 
"Are  You  Listening" 
Wednesday and Thursday 
Richard Dix 
in   the  season's  biggest  hit 
"The Lost Squadron" 
Friday 
Pat  O'Brien—Mae  Clarke 
"The Final Edition" 
Benefit Athletic Assoc. 
Harrisonburg   High   School 
Saturday 
Slim  Summcrville—Louise 
Fazenda 
"Racing Youth" 
an auto-tf&ill comedy drama] 
LILLIAN GOCHENOUR 
Exclusive Millinery 
Blue Moon Hose 
Vanity Fair Underwear 
124 E. Market St. 
YOU 
CAN 
LEARN 
ABOUT 
VALUES 
.   FROM 
US! 
The Fashion Shop 
56 S. Main St. 
■ ;■;■;■;■:■:■;■;■:■;*:■:■;■:■;•:■;■:■;■;■;">;■:■;■ 
WA HA SCUSL 
9v**j  AHA*]  «*MJUi 
Jos. Ncy'&TSoiw 
Q<8%mamam&mx®3^^ 
Page Four THE   BREEZE 
I See By The 
PaperS- 
Richniond University announces 
the installation of Chi Chapter of 
Sigma Pi Sigma Physics Fraternity 
on its campus recently. Nineteen 
keys were presented by the installing 
officer to the charter members. 
—The Richmond Collegian 
The results of a questionnaire sub» 
mitted to the girls at Stephens Col- 
lege fhow that "dates" were the least 
popular pastime. Dancing led the 
list of hobbies. We may be wrong, 
but it seems as though dates usually 
have some connection with dancing, 
or sumpthin'. 
—Wo-Co-Ala 
According to the Dean of the Uni- 
versity of Nebraska, love, intoxica- 
tion, and faculty intelligence are the 
reasons for freshmen flunking out of 
college. 
—The Sun Dial. 
POETRY 
Poetry  is  a shadow Asking a 
fairy for the next dance. 
Yale College has a sophomore who 
is paying much of his way through 
college by washing dogs. 
1 —NS.F.A. 
At the conclusion of each semester 
at Coe College, Iowa, a "Plukers' 
Frolic" is held to give those who have 
failed a good send-off. The dance is 
one of Ihe most popular events of the 
college. 
—Brackety-Ack. 
"Ring Around the Rosey," "Farmer 
in the Dell," and other children's 
games are reported ta. be popular at 
fraternity and sorority parties at the 
University of Washington. 
—Campus Comments. 
A statistician in Kansas reveals 
that the Kansas divorce rate is one 
to every five among non-college grad- 
uates and only to every hundred 
among college graduates. 
—Swathmore Phoenix. 
Poetry is a fallen star, sitting 
in shadow, watching, singing a 
song   of   the   wild,   rhythmic 
dancing of fairies tossing moon- 
beams. 
We were from strange lands 
As we walked along, 
Arm in arm, 
With the sun in our eyes; 
But we were bound by .a JAB 
We felt no effort as wV^rMi 
hill 
There was no beauty all about us. 
I could but worship and be dumb. You 
too, did not speak. 
This scene to you is new and beauti- 
ful- 
Gorgeous beauty, to be admired for 
its sake. 
To me, it is not mere beauty, a thing 
to be adored, 
To me, it is—my life. 
CLIMBERS 
(Continued from page 1) 
Hope Landis 
Ruth Hurst 
Ruth Horton 
LONGING 
Home is desolate 
I hurried so, to return, 
But I found you gone. 
My arms ache for you; 
My soul cries for you;      « 
The air throbs with emptiness for you 
Come back  
Home and I wait for you. 
Polly Schuler 
oer 
con- 
HIGH MOUNTAINS 
With  the sun  casting  shadows 
them 
Resembles a strong, sad face 
Which  has been brightened by 
tact 
With a person of joyous nature 
The shadow? of light on the moun- 
tains 
Slowly lengthen and broaden; 
So the smile on the face of a person \ 
Creep o'er the face 
'Til it's just one large smile, 
Calm, Cool and comfortable as 
Sun Shadows on 
High Mountains. 
Louise Cloud. 
Ayleene Graham 
Page Literary Society 
Bobbie Cook 
Alice Moon 
Anna Larrick 
Dot   Lipscomb-Sargeant-at-Arms 
Mary Bragg Young 
Elizabeth Winnie 
Billy Milnes 
Lee Literary Society 
ZZ ... .vuii • 
Sarita Byrd 
Lanier Li'erary Society 
Ruth Horton 
Catherine Mathews—Chairman 
program committee 
Kay  Carpenter—Sargeant-at-Arms 
Majorie Morris—Vice-president 
Doug MacDonald 
Mary Van Landingham 
Florence Holland 
Dot Merryman 
Teedie Studebaker 
Virginia Newell 
Anna Colvert 
Varsity   Basketball Squad 
Emily Pittman 
Doug MacDonald 
Mike Buie 
Maty Van Landingham 
Julia Courter 
Billye Milnes 
Alma Fultz 
Geneva Peters 
Le Cercle Francais 
Becky Snyder 
Kay Carpenter 
Hattie Courter. 
Dot Motley 
Henrietta Manson 
VISIT TO THE TWINS 
ON A RAINY DAY 
(Continued from page 1) 
able questions. He waved his arms 
and legs wildly to express his affec- 
tion for the ladies. 
Our young mascots hold a great af- 
fection for each other. They agree 
that their monkey shall be called 
"Daddy," and that inactivity denotes 
lack of wisdom. They have developed 
remarkable powers of observation, al- 
lowing no detail to escape them. Tom- 
my has already learned to appreciate 
the sensation of flying, while Charles! 
dlercords the monkey in preference ( 
for his father's ashtray. They are 
hoping soon to invest their interests 
j in a large dog. 
Dr. Normand is uncertain as to the 
future of his sons. He hesitates be- 
tween physics teachers and football 
players, thinking just now that it will 
be football players. 
Charles and Tommy bid their 
guests goodbye with the best of man- 
ners. We feel that the freshman 
class should well be proud of these 
youngest descendants of Solomon as 
their younger brothers. 
Here's to the twins! 
Miami University, the second oldest 
college west of the Alleghanies, cele- 
brated the 123rd anniversary of its 
founding on February IB. 
Women Students at Oberlin Col- 
lege are allowed to smoke in their 
rooms if they provide fire extinguish- 
ers. 
"Muscling in on the firemen." 
—Mills College Weekly 
Six hairs said to have been cut 
from George Washington's head have 
been given to the New York Public 
Library. 
-r-Tulane Hullabaloo 
An investigation made by one of 
the northern colleges shows that we 
have six million college graduates, 
and incidentally, exactly the same 
number of unemployed. 
—Brackety-Ack. 
FRESHMAN CLASS DAY FROLICS 
PRESENTED IN BIG GYM 
AS DUNCE DAY CLIMAX 
(Continued from page 1) 
Music will be afforded for dancing 
and for the benefit of thofe who pre- 
fer bridge, cards and tables will be 
furnished. At this time the lucky 
winners of the contests will be an- 
nounced. Refreshments will be serv- 
ed during the course of the evening. 
Ye Olde Gym will be attractively 
decorated in red and white carrying 
out the color sceme of the day. White 
and scarlet paper streamers will be 
sleen floating everywhere. Huge 
dunce caps artistically arranged on 
the walls will make their farewell bow 
to the freshmen and the rest of H. 
T. C. campus, while smaller caps will 
cover the lighting fixtures. 
The (former) Freshmen Dunces 
cordially invite the faculty and the 
student body to their farewell party. 
Everyone is assured of a good time. 
DINING ROOM GIRLS 
HONORED AT BANUET 
(Continued from page 1) 
The President's Council, consisting 
of the following girls, served: Emma 
I Jane Shultz, Laura Melchor, Emilyn 
i Peterson, Dot Martin,  Chris Childs, 
Julia Duke, Martha Boaz, Grace Ep- 
person,  Mary Swartz, Bessie Grinn- 
I an,  Negebie Ellis, Wally  Farinholt, 
Linda  Sanders,  Eva  Holland, Betty 
Bush, Sally Face, Lois Bishop, Sarah 
Lemmon,    Elizabeth  Maddox,    Polly 
Perryman,  Kitty Wherrett, Lib Tu- 
dor, Rebecca Comer, Margaret Camp- 
bell and Frances Rolston. 
Come to see us for 
Drugs, Toilet Articles 
Kodaks 
Reilly Drug Co. 
Kavanaugh Hotel Annex 
Jewelers 
On the Square 
Since 1900 
D. C. DEVIER & SONS 
VISIT 
GEORGE'S CANDY 
KITCHEN 
On Your Way Downtown 
WELCOME 
We Hope You Like It. 
NEW 
ANITARY 
ODA 
(ANDWICH 
HOPPE S; Our Foods are better than ever; made by our French Chef. And oh, 
our drinks; Judge for yourself. 
"Servi e With A Smile." 
A new plan for admission being 
adopted by Syracuse College, by 
which the applicants, for admission 
are chosen a full year in advance in 
order that they may fully prepare 
themselves for their course. 
—The Tulane Hullabaloo 
When in need 
of 
Ladies Ready-to-Wear 
Visit 
RALPH'S 
Harrisonburg's   only   E tclusive 
Ladies Shoppe 
PHONE 274^#I65HMAJN5T. 
HARR1SONBURG. VA. 
Harrisonburg's One Price Cash Store 
The best things for College Girls may be found here 
Pumps, Oxfords, One straps—Hosiery, Gloves, Undies 
See our $1.00 and $1.35 Silk Stockings 
—       FETZERS' 
The 
Shenandoah Press 
Job and Commercial 
PRINTERS 
Phone 89  
DAYTON, VA. 
Dean Studio 
44 So. Main 
fotos   frames   finishing 
of the Better kind 
"YES 
We    laundry    rugs,    curtains, 
blankets etc. We  call for and 
deliver. 
TROY  STEAM   LAUNDRY 
Phone 92" 
Merit Shoe Store 
LADY ENDICOTT 
HQ8E 
Service Weight, 69c, 2 pr. $1.25 
Even if you came to 
school with a trunk b-u-l-g- 
i-n-g with good looking 
clothes 
YOU 
Owe It To 
Yourself 
to come in and let us show 
you what tempting new 
styles we have, temptingly 
low in price. • 
A NAT I ON ■■MIDI 
INSTITUTION' 
HARRISONBURG, VA. 
If you need Stationery, Cards, 
Yictor  Machines  and  Records, 
Radios,    Novelties   and    Gifts, 
come to— 
THE VALLEY GIFT 
t 
AND BOOK SHOP 
120 South Main St, 
HARRISONBURG, VA. 
There's a bit of health in every bite at 
CANDYLAND 
Candies are made in our modern, sanitary kitchen each 
day, only ingredients of purest quality used. Syrups and ice 
cream made daily in our own plant. All equipment including 
soda fountain inspected daily. 
Cuisine the best the market affords.     Travelers look 
upon CANDYLAND as the 
Rendezvous of Connoisseurs 
and why,—The tempting taste tells the tale. 
We Invite You To 
Shop At Our 
Store 
OPPOSITE POST OFFICE 
B. NEY & SONS 
FASHION CENTER OF THE VALLEY 
Exclusive 
Ladies Ready-To-Wear 
And Shoes At Lowest Prices 
r 
